XSSI 


The T rage Ale o/Haml et 

They not flop a Bee re- barrel!? 

Imperious Cafar dcad,and turn’d to Clay 
Might flop a hole tokeep the wind away.’ 


O that that earth which kepr the world in awe, 

Sould patch a wall t'cxpell the waters flaw. 

But loft,but foft awhile, here comes the Kin<\ r„,„ v . 

The Queen, the Courtiers,who is this they follow? Quee Laertfs 
And with fuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken TiHth r 

The corfe they followed with defprate hTnd ’ *"*“ 

Foredoo tt owne life, ’t was of fome eltate 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble you h, make. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Doff. Her obfequie* haue been as far inlarg’d 
As we haue warranty, her death was doubtful?, 

And but that great command ore-fwayes the order. 

She fhould in ground vnlan&ificd bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet :for charitable prayers. 

Flints and peebles fhould bcthrowncon her : 

Yet here fhe is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her mayden ftre wmerits, and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone ? 

Doff. No more be doone. 

We fhould prophanethefcrnice of the dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fouler. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefh 
May Violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft, 

A. mini firing Angcll fhallmy lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

feiw. Whac, the faire Ophelia.' 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

I b'op’t thou Ihould’d haue bin my Hamlets wife* 

I thought thy bride- bed to haue dccjtt fweet mayd, 

And not haue ftrew’d thy graue. 

Laer . O trebble woe 

Fall 
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Prince o/Denmarfce. 

Fall ten times double on that curled head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moftjingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Til I haue caught her once more in mine atmes; 

Now pile your duftvpon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made. 

To retop old Pelion t o r the skyefh head 
Qf blew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe gtiefe 
Beares fuch an Emphafis,vtho(c phrafe offorrow 
Coniures the wandringStars,and makes them (land 
Like wonder wounded hearers ? tis I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Diuell take thy foule, 

Ha. Thou pray’ft not well, I prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am not fpleenatiue ralh, (from my throar s 
Yet haue I in me fometbing dangerous, 

Which let thy wifdomc feare j hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them afunder, 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
jill. Gentlemen. 

Bora. Good my Lordbe quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne,what theame ? 

Ham. I lou’d Ophelia : forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity ofloue 
Make vp my fum. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is Laertes. 

Quee. For loue of God forbeare him? 

Ham. S’wounds fhew me what th’outdoo ; 

Woo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy 
Woo’t drinke vp Efill,eat a Crocadile ( felfc. 

He doo’t : dooft come here to whine? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grade, 

Be buried quick with her, and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 

Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone 1 

M a Make. | 



